The Work of the Hospitals.
Tear by year, as Hospital Sunday comes round once more, we ask ourselves the question: How can we best put the work of the hospitals before our readers, and before the preachers whose business it will be to urge upon their hearers the claims of these standing witnesses to the humanity and Christian sympathy of certain members of the community?alas! that we cannot say of all. What we want is to see the hospitals as the patients themselves see them; and with that object in view, we have this year called together a little band of "faithful witnesses," who have had ample opportunities of learning just what we want to know. It will be seen that, as far as possible, we have gone to the patients themselves for information. There are large numbers of men and women who know the insides of many more hospitals than one, though the case of Catherine Burt, whose testimony will be given later on, is a rather exceptional one. She is only about five-andforty now, but years ago she told us laughingly that she believed she had been in every hospital in London excepting one, and that she really thought she must some time try it?the " Westminister," as she called it ?a not infelicitous rendering of the name, by the way. It would be really difficult for anyone but a doctor to think of a disease which she has not had, and her family history, when you come to hear it, convinces you that she comes of a stock with " no constitution "; but she is wonderfully bright, and earns her own living as a hard-working and most willing general servant?when she is not in hospital.
Thomas Atterton, again, a very refined-looking and intelligent man, who has worked very hard as a draper's assistant?long, in fact, after he ought to have taken to his bed, has been struck down by various illnesses several times, and will never, perhaps, be really strong again. We saw him first in one of the wards of a large London hospital, where, it is to be feared, he will yet be when these pages are printed, and were struck by the keenness of his eye, and the intelligent interest with which he noticed all that went on around him. For the Sake op the Children. "Oh! it isn't to save ourselves trouble, sir, that mothers like me let our children go into hospital; it's because we know there's nothing else like it for them. I've seen some of the mothers nearly breaking their hearts over their children, and thinking of nothing but how they could be with them. I shall never forget the mother of little Maudie ; she was the first to come, and the last to go, on visiting days. Maudie'had hip-disease and had had to come into hospital, again and again, for months at a time. She was the only child, too, and her mother seemed as if she didn't know how to bear parting with her; but she always would do it, because she knew it was best for the child. And then there was another poor woman I'm thinking of; her little boy lay dying of consumption. When I saw him, he was that thin, you could see the skeleton behind his face; and she must have knowed he was dying, but she seemed as if she wouldn't think it. One day, I remember, she seemed to see it plain at last. She'd brought in a picture of him and the other boys playing in a band, and he wouldn't hardly look at it?he felt too bad, poor little chap. And then she burst out with a sudden cry like, ' 
